Voices from the empty well
Look! These are bloody heaps of lives
cut, sliced and weighed in pieces,
kept separately
and ready for sale.
The lingering hope of dark corners:
Abortions in hospitals,
foeticides and birth of dead babies,
results of committed sins.
The birth of a baby,
wrapped in blood
in the morning
carried to the funeral pyre
in the evening.
The embryo of life
moves up and down
like a blade of grass
caught
in the whirlpool of the universe.
Sin, born in a dark room,
is a curse
following like a shadow.
Go fast as life is faster.
Go faster and faster.
In the heat of the fever of life,
a shadow is following you
from behind.
In that shadow
love and kisses,
compelling calls of bodies,
shivering cold of souls
in the burning embrace
of the heat of fever.